he had made it all up Ungern was good for nothing ex-
cept cursing and stealing other people's plans So much
the worse for him The Bunat parrot could keep his own
counsel

Tubanov went to sleep again The Cossack awakened
him, and told him he might come down from the roof
So he had to leave the Dalai Lama's palace, about which
he had been dreaming It was remarkably hke the school
in Verkni-Udmsk

'You shall have your statue, with feathers on it, my
pupil Tubanov,9 said the Dalai Lama, brandishing a
whip
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